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Yet noble conquerors do wrecks avoid.
Since then thou hast so far subdued me
That in my heart I offer still to thee,
O do not let thy temple be destroy'dl

XLI

HAVING this day my horse, my hand, my lance

Guided so well that I obtam'd the prize,

Both by the judgment of the English eyes

And of some sent from that sweet enemy France;

Horsemen my skill in horsemanship advance,

Townfolks my strength; a daintier judge applies

His praise to sleight which from good use doth rise;

Some lucky wits impute it but to chance;

Others, because of both sides I do take

My blood from them who did excel in this,

Think Nature me a man-at-arms did make.

How far they shot awry I    The true cause is,

Stella lookt on, and from her heavenly face

Sent forth the beams which made so fair my race.

XLH

O EYES which do the spheres of beauty move,

Whose beams be joys, whose joys all virtues be,

Who, while they make Love conquer, conquer Love;

The schools where Venus hath learn'd chastity;

O eyes, where humble looks most glorious prove,

Only-lov'd tyrants, just in cruelty,

Do not, O do not, from poor me remove:

Keep still my zenhh, ever shine on me.

For though I never see them but straight ways

My life forgets to nourish languisht sprites,

Yet still on me, O eyes, dart down your raysl

And if from majesty of sacred lights

Oppressing mortal sense my death proceed,

Wracks triumphs be which Love high-set doth breed.

XLIII

FAIR eyes, sweet lips, dear heart, that foolish
Could hope, by Cupid's help, on you to prey,
Since to himself he doth your gifts apply,
As his main force, choice sport and easeful stay I
For when he will sec who dare him gainsay,